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MY APPLEDORE GALLERY. 

NO. I. 

August Afternoon. 

But look, how fade the lights and shades 

Of keen bare edge and crevice deep ! 

How doubtfully it fades and fades 

And glows again, yon craggy steep, 

O'er which through color's dreamiest grades, 

The yellow sunbeams pause and creep I 

Now pink it blooms, now glimmers gray, 

Now shadows to a filmy blue, 

Tries one, tries all, and will not stay, 

But flits from opal hue to hue, 

And runs through every tenderest range 

Of change that seems not to be change, 

So rare the sweep, so nice the art, 

That lays no stress on any part, 

But shifts, and lingers, and persuades ; 

So soft that sun-brush in the west, 

That asks no costlier pigment's aids, 

But mingling knobs, flaws, angles, dints, 

Indifferent of worst or best, 

Enchants the cliffs with wreaths and hints, 

And gracious preludings of tints, 

When all seems fixed, yet all evades, 

And indefinably pervades 

Perpetual motion with perpetual rest ! 

Now turn and see that fickle shore, 

The mainland shows to Appledore ; 

Bight miles the heaving water spreads 

To a long, low coast, with beaches and heads, 

That run through unconjectured mazes, 

As the lights, and shades, and magical hazes 

Carry them off, or bring them near, 

Shimmering, sketched out for thirty miles, 

Between two capes that wave like threads 

And sink in the ocean, and reappear, 

Crumbled and melted to little isles, 

With filmy trees, that seem the mere 

Half-fancies of drowsy atmosphere ; 

And see the beach there, where it'is 

Mat as a threshing-floor, beaten and packed 

With the flashing flails of weariless seas, 

How it lifts and looms to a precipice, 

O'er whose square front, a dream, no more, 

The steepened sand-stripes seem to pour 

A murmurless vision of cataract ; 

You almost fancy you hear a roar, 

Fitful and faint from the distance wandering ; 

•But 'tis only the blind old ocean maundering, 

Baking the shingle to and fro, 

Aimlessly clutching and letting go 

The kelp-haired edges of Appledore, 

Slipping down with a sleepy forgetting, 

And anon his ponderous shoulder setting, 

With a deep hoarse pant against Appledore. 

Eastward as far as the eye can see, 
Still eastward, eastward, endlessly, 

The sparkle and tremor of purple sea, 
That rises before you, a nickering hill, 

* Appledore is one of the Isles of Shoals off Portsmouth, N. H. It was discovered 
by the great Capt. Smith, and was once called after him. A cairn on top of the 
island is said to have been built by him. 



Oii and on to the shut of the sky, 

And beyond, you fancy it sloping until 

The same multitudinous throb and thrill, 

That vibrates under your dizzy eye, 

In ripples of orange and pink are sent 

Where the poppied sails doze on the yard, 

And the clumsy junk and proa lie 

Sunk deep with precious ■woods and nard, 

'Mid the palmy isles of the Orient. 

Those leaning towers of clouded white 

On the farthest brink of doubtful ocean, 

That shorten and shorten out of sight. 

Yet seem on the self-same spot to stay, 

Seceding with a motionless motion, 

Fading to dubious films of gray, 

Lost, dimly found, then vanished wholly, 

Will rise again, the great world under, 

First films, then towers, then high-heaped clouds, 

Whose nearing outlines sharpen slowly 

Into tall ships with cobweb shrouds, 

That fill long Mongol eyes with wonder, 

Crushing the violet wave to spray, 

Past some low headland of Cathay :— 

What was that sigh that seemed so near, 

Chilling your fancy to the core? 

'Tis only the sad old sea yon hear, 

That seems to seek forevermore, 

Something it cannot find, and so, 

Sighing seeks on and tells its woe 

To the pitiless breakers of Appledore. 

James P.tjssell Lowell. 



THE FOUNTAIN.. ' ' 

By that bank a fountain springing 

Cold and clear, 
Through a pebbly bed goes singing 

Songs of cheer. 
There it gurgles all the summer, 

'Midst the heat of longest days, 
And each thirsty, weary- comer 

Says in words of earnest praise— 
" Blessed waters ! how they murmur 
Cold and clear." 

Winding through the fields outspreading 

Brown and bare ; 
Thousand paths to it are leading. 

Everywhere., 
Whereso'er its way it chooses, 

Pleasant herbs spring up apace ; 
And its channel oft it loses 

In some sedgy, rush-grown place; 

And the fields grow, where it passes, 

Green and fair. 

Through the hilly land it goeth 

Swift and mad,— 
Through the valley wide it floweth 

Tranquil, glad. 
Kock and tree gaze on its foaming ; 

SnoWy mountains see it glide ; 
Ocean stays its restless roaming ; 

Heaving billows drink its tide — 
And 'tis lost amid their foaming, 

Sullen, sad. W. Stxvkstek, 



